IN   THE   LOBBY

interest, wondering whether he was really glad to see
all the people who came up to him, and never was I
able to detect any expression of weariness on those
animated and mobile features.

Another man to whom I had the good fortune to be
introduced in the Lobby was Sir George Cornewall
Lewis. I felt very proud of the introduction, because
I had, and still have, a profound admiration for the in-
tellect and the attainments of Sir George Lewis. But
with all my admiration for his mental capacity, I think
I was at the time especially impressed by the texture
and the colours of his waistcoat. I wonder whether it
would be possible to obtain such a waistcoat now, and
whether, if it were obtained, any man would have the
insensate heroism to wear it? Yet Sir George Lewis's
waistcoat, although it was not regarded then as an article
up to the latest fashion, was not looked upon with any-
thing approaching consternation. It was a plaid waist-
coat constructed out of worsted, and bearing all the
appearance of having been wrought by the cunning
hand of some fair being belonging to the wearer's
family. Its squares were of red and green, and blue
and yellow; and it presented a ciecidedly cheerful ap-
pearance, which contrasted somewhat oddly with the
grave and even melancholy aspect of the statesman who
wore it. Sir George did not seein to be in the least
conscious that there was anything out of date in the
material and the fashion of his waistcoat. Yet it must
have been a little out of date, even then, for I remember
that the sight of it carried my memory back to some-
what earlier days when, in a provincial town, I had my-
self worn a waistcoat of somewhat similar material and
pattern, presented to me as a gift, and wrought for me
by the dexterous hands of a kindly spinster aunt. The
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